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With an affectedly jaunty stride Kirill went towards the
door, lazily took hold of the latch and suddenly, clearing
the porch with one bound, furiously slammed the outer
door and leaped down the steps. As, bent double, he ran
across the yard towards the orchard, Mishka fired at him
twice without hitting him. Standing with his feet wide
apart, laying the barrel of his pistol across the elbow of his
crooked left arm, Koshevoi took deliberate aim. At the
third shot Kirill seemed to stumble but, recovering, he
sprang lightly over the fence. Mishka ran down from the
porch. The dry crack of a rifle shot sounded from the house
behind him. In front, there was a thud as the bullet
picked out the clay in the whitewashed wall of a shed and
sent grey fragments of stone scattering over the ground.
Kirill ran swiftly and easily. His stooping figure flashed
among the green foliage of the apple trees. Mishka leaped
the fence, but fell, and as he lay fired twice more at the
fugitive, then turned to face the house. The outside door
was wide open. KirilTs mother was standing on the steps,
her palm arched over her eyes, gazing into the orchard.
" I should have shot him on the spot without stopping to
talk!" Mishka thought numbly. He lay for several minutes
under the fence, gazing at the house, and with a measured,
mechanical movement cleaned off the mud sticking to his
knees. Then he rose, climbed heavily across the fence and,
holding the pistol with its barrel pointed downward, went
back to the house.